The Wallet of Kai-Lung"

cal situations are analysed and developed
with a full sense of their rich ludicrousness
but with the very slightest loss of gravity on
the part of the narrator. All the characters
behave consistently, veiling their actions and
their intentions behind the most transparent
lies and subterfuges and saying the most
offensive things in the politest possible way.
For it is to the comic side of the Chinese genius
that Mr. Bramah chiefly inclines. Now and
then he uses China as an illustration of Europe.
By transplanting customs and phrases he at
once suggests the unity and the absurdity of
mankind. In The Confession of Kai-Lung
he is frankly preposterous. He describes
Kai-Lung?s early career as an author in terms
precisely applicable to a European literary
failure. He began by falling in love with
Tiao T'sun, the most beautiful maiden in
Pekin, whom he frequently met

" at flower-feasts, melon-seed assemblies, and
those gatherings where persons of both sexes
exhibit themselves in revolving attitudes, and
are permitted to embrace openly without
reproach "

(which reminds one of the old lady's comment
on the Tango, in one of the late " Saki's "
books: "I suppose it doesn't matter if they
really love one another"). Kai-Lung was
successful in his suit. Then, " on a certain
evening," he says :
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